THE  RACE  FOR THE  GUADARRAMA PASSES
exclaimed: "That must be General Mola." I expostu-
lated with him on the improbabilit7 of the general in
command of the army inspecting outposts, but he insisted
that he had recognised the General's car and ran up the
road. We met a cloaked and sleepy-looking officer who
asked us who we were and where we were going, and it
was then we found that he was not our friendly grey-
haired major, not his chubby-cheeked and charming
captain; in fact, not anybody we knew or had seen before.
Things then moved rapidly. We suddenly found our-
selves standing in a ring of men, their rifles pointed at us
and their fingers twitching on the triggers. We were
roughly told to put up our hands and were still more
roughly searched for arms. We were flagrantly in the
wrong: it was folly to be in an outpost position and not to
be personally known to the officers in command. Finally,
after a lot of talk de Jouvenel was allowed to lower his
hands and to pull out the personal pass he had, signed by
General Mola. That certainly saved us from being shot
on the spot as spies, but it was not sufficient. "How do
we know that the pass is not forged?" the major asked me
sternly, and I could find no better reply than to show
him mine and to mention the names of the officers we had
been talking to. "That's all very well," was his reply,
"but you have no right to be in my lines I don't know
you and I will have to send you back to the guard-room
of the picket where the colonel will decide what to do
with you. I only hope for your sakes that your story is
correct."
And so with three men who to us in the darkness
appeared extremely ferocious we started to march back
down the hill.   Bertrand de Jouvenel was furious, though
not perturbed, and started off down the hill at a terrific
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